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&. WE ARE ALL OF US TAILORS IN TURN. 
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. 4 I will fing you a fong of a fox-hunting bout, 
a They fhall tell their own tale who’ to-day were thrown out; 
q For the fafteft as well as the floweft of men, 


Snobs or top-fawyers, alike now and then, 
We are all of us tailors in turn. 
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4 We are all of us Tailors im turn. 


Says one, “From the cover I ne’er got away, 

Old Quidnunce fat quoting The Limes on his grey, 

How Lord Derby was wrong, and Lord Aberdeen right, 
And the hounds, ere he finifh’d, were clean out of fight.” 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 


Says one, “When we ftarted o’er fallow and grafs, 
I was clofe at the tail of the hounds; but, alas! 
We came down to a drain in that black-bottom’d fen, 
If I had but been on my brook-jumper—oh, then !”—- 


We are all of us tailors in turn. . 
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We are all of us Lailors in turn. Boy, 5 


‘Preparing, fays one, ‘at a yawner to flap, 

A fumbler croff’d in betwixt me and the gap; 
Too wide for a ftand, I but jump’d it half way, 
And there I lay finging this ditty all day, 


We are all of us tailors in turn.” 


“ Difmounting,” fays one, “at a gate that was falft, 

The crowd, pufhing through, knock’d me down as it paff'd; 
My horfe feized the moment to take his own fling, 

Who’ll again do, out hunting, a good-natured thing!” 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 


We are all of us Tailors in turn. 


“Down the lane went I merrily failing along, 

Till I found,” fays another, “my courfe was all wrong ; 
I thought that his line towards the breeding-earth lay, 
But he went, I’ve heard fince, juft the oppofite way.” 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 


“On the bank,” fays another, “my young one ftopp'd dead ;— 
Not at all o’er the brook, but right well o'er his head, 

Like a whale in the water I flounder’d about; 

Being fairly thrown i, I of courfe was thrown out.” 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 


: We are all of us Tailors in turn. 


From the wine-cup o’er night fome were forry and fick, 
Some {fkirted, fome craned, and fome rode for a nick ; 
One loft both his place and his temper, ‘tis said, 

And one loft his hat, and another his head. 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 


“You will find in the field a whole ton of loft fhoes.”— 

A credulous blackfmith, believing the news, 

Thought his fortune were made if he walk’d o'er the ground ;— 
He loft a day’s work, but he ne’er a fhoe found! 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 
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We are all of us Tailors in turn. 


What deeds would one hero have done on his grey, 
Who was nowhere at all on his cheftnut to-day! 

All join in the laugh when a braggart is beat, 

And that jeft is loved beft which is aim’d at conceit. 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 


Good fellows there are, unpretending and flow, 
Who can ne’er be thrown out, for they ne’er mean to go; 
But, when the run’s over, thefe oftentimes tell 
The ftory far better than they who went well. 


We are all of us tailors in turn. 


We are all of us Tailors in turn. 
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How trifling a caufe will oft lofe us a run ! 

From the find to the finifh how few fee the Ga | 
A mifchance it is call’d when we come to a halt ;— 
I ne’er heard of one who confeff’d it a fault, 


Yet were all of us tailors in turn. 
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A WORD ERE WE START. 


Boys to the hunting-field! though ’tis November, 
The wind’s in the fouth;—but a word ere we ftart.— 
Though keenly excited, I bid you remember 


That hunting’s a {cience, and riding an art. 


The order of march and the due regulation 
That guide us in warfare, we need in the chafe— 
Huntiman and Whip, each his own proper ftation, 
Horfe, hound, and fox, each his. own proper place. 
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A Word ere we Start. | rr 


The fox takes precedence of all from the cover; 
The horfe is an animal purpofely bred 

After the pack to be ridden, not over — oe 
Good hounds are not reard to be knock’d on the head. 


Strong be your tackle, and carefully fitted, 
Breaft-plate and bridle, girth, ftirrup, and chain ; 
You will need not two arms, if the mouth be well bitted, 


A hand lightly ufed will fuffice for the rein. 


Buckfkin ’s the only wear fit for the faddle; 
Hats for Hyde Park, but a cap for the chafe; 
In tops of black leather let fifhermen paddle, 


The calves of a fox-hunter white ones encafe. 
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Hard-riding Dick. 


Promoted at length, Dick’s adventures began :— 
A {tripling on foot, but when mounted a man; 
Cappd, booted, and fpurr'd, his young foul was on fire, 
The day he was dubb’d “ Second Whip” to the Squire. 


See, how Dick, like a dart, fhoots a-head of the pack! 
How he ftops, turns, and twifts, rates, and rattles them back ! 
The laggard exciting, controlling the rath, 

He can comb down a hair with the point of his lath. 


Oh! fhow me that country which Dick cannot crofs— 
Be it open or wood, be it upland or mofs, 

Through the fog or the funfhine, the calm or the fquall, 
By day-light or ftar-light, or no light at all! | 
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Hard-riding Dick. 15 


Like a {wallow can Dick o’er the water-flood {fkim, 

And Dick, like a duck, in the faddle can fwim ; 

Up the fteep mountain fide like a cat he can crawl, 

He can fqueeze like a moufe through a hole in the wall! 


He can tame the wild young one, infpirit the old, 
The reftive, the runaway, handle and hold; 
Sharp fteel or foft-fawder, whiche’er does the trick, 
It makes little matter to Hard-riding Dick. 


Bid the chief from the Defert bring hither his mare, 

To ride o'er the plain againft Dick if he dare; 

Bring Coffack or Mexican, Spaniard or Gaul, 

~There’s a Dick in our village will ride round them all | 
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Hard-riding Dick. 


A whip is Dick’s f{ceptre, a faddle Dick’s throne, 
And a horfe is the kingdom he rules as his own; 
While grafping ambition encircles the earth, 

The dominions of Dick are enclof’d in a girth. 


Three ribs hath he broken, two legs, and one arm, 

But there hangs, it is faid, round his neck a life-charm ; 
Still long odds are offer’d that Dick, when he drops, 
Will die, as he lived, in his breeches and tops. 
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